THE EVE OF  PEACE
worked before the war. Sereja was only seventeen and
his mother was very proud of his appointment.
"Nothing wonderful about it," said Kravtsov, 'Tve
had to do with engines since I was fifteen."
Having shaved and put on a Sunday suit he went to
the factory. With an air of superiority and condescension
he got acquainted with the new trade-union manager—
a woman.
A woman! What could she know about electricity. ...
Then he went to the Diesel. Sereja was busy. He
smiled broadly when he saw his father and shouted:
CT11 be with you in a moment, wait!"
Kravtsov sat on the window-sill and watched Sereja
dealing with the machinery. The gum boots were too
high for Sereja—he was of small stature.
"It's the same as with transport," thought Kravtsov,
"While we're away it's the women and the children who
do the jobs."
He had a talk with his old friend the engine-driver, a
steady chap, gave him some Ukrainian honey apples, and
invited him to call in the evening. The shift soon came
to an end and Kravtsov and Sereja went home. Sereja
asked where his father had been and Kravtsov told him
about Kiev, Brest, Tiflis.
"Well," he finished, "that's just geography," and he
began to talk about the train.
"We—Danilov and I—do the whole thing. He gets
the ideas—a wonderful head, his!—and I carry them
out. The running work? Well, I am responsible for the
electricity. Also the wireless. It's I who do the repairs on
central heating. You have my word for it, they can't
even solder a teapot without me*"
He enjoyed being able to talk of everything with
ga knowing that he'd understand.
For sun-ray treatment I had to alter all the appara-
tus to 100 voltage.  I had to replace Mione fuses by
Swans."
In the meantime the "old Lady" had done the round
of neighbours and collected drink wherever she could
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